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ree BASE BALL GOODS, 


a 


A good assortment at reason- 


able prices. 


BICYCLE SUNDRIES, 
A full line. 
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BICYCLE REPAIRING, 


Good workmen and satisfaction 


FISHING TACKLE 


For brooks or lakes. 


MONTGOMERY & DARTLETT, 


50 Elm St. WESTFIELD. 5 Church St. 
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UNCLE HIRAM’S MOUSTACHE CUP. 


Uncle Hiram had a birthday 

And his niece, way up in town, 
Made his heart feel very joyous 

By the gift she sent him down. 


*Twas a china cup—most gorgeous, 
** Love the giver,’’ gold and blue; 
And on one side was a fixture 


Uncle Hi’ could not see through, 


When that cup was full of coffee, 
Uncle Hiram stirred with pride ; 
Then he put his spoon right in this 


Queer arrangement on one side. 


“* Gee-mun-ee ! ’’ cried Uncle Hiram— 
‘Don’t thet git ye, Aunt Mari’ ? 
Here’s a rack ter stick my spoon in, 


Soze ’t won’t jab me in th’ eye.”’ 
—Puck, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


McCARTHY BROS. 


348 Elm Street. Westfield. 


Keep Your Horses. Spirited 


By Feeding Them Our Oats. 
A. W. RICE, 


15 Broad Street, Westfield, Mass. 


SHOES WELL REPAIRED. 


— ae 
T.. H. MONAGHAN, '69 Elm Street. 
J. J. FULLER, 


PRACTICAL 


Wood Worker, 


Will be found in his new quarters 


3 Depot Square, 


Newly equipped and ready for business. 


The Place for Laundry Work 


is at the 


Westfield Steam Laundry, 


13 Thomas Street, Westfield. 


WALL PAPER. 


EH: SC@Oisrs 


29 & 31 Main Street, 
Westfield, Mass. 


J. MAIN, 


MERCHANT TAILOR, 


Will be found in the front 
rooms over Brigham, Eaton & 


Co’s new store, 


After 


August Ist, 1897, 


And will be pleased to see his 


friends and customers. 
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Puce 


Grandmother used to make wasn’t 
a circumstance compared with the 
pie sold by Holden, at the 


Night Lunch, 


Near the Post-Office, Westfield. 


Canned Goods. 


Are not always what they seem. 
Bright labels can cover very poor 
qualities. We see to it that only 
reliable goods get into the store. 
The little prices simply come 
from wise and liberal buying. 


Wm. A. Provin & Co. 


Gowdy's Block, Westfield, 


Wetherell & Hollister, 


12 Elm Street, Westfield. 


DON’T MEDDLE WITH CHEAP CAMERAS. 


Call on us and let us show you 


CAMERAS 


Which we guarantee, from $2.50 to $8.00. All we 
ask is an interview. Our Cameras sell 


on their merits. 
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No Need for Alarm, 


Even if our Soda Water is delicious enough to 
tempt a person to drink several glasses of the 
ordinary size. 

Our big 5c. glasses are about all a person can 
drink at one visit, and that means only 10c. for 
two, 

Our Soda Fountain is the one to patronize 


when there are two of you. 


DEWEY & PARSONS, 


DRUGGISTS. 


TWO STORES—Cor. Elm and School Streets, 35 
and 37 North Eim Street, Westfield. 


Ww. J. SMITH, Sn irae ete rs 
NEWS-DEALER, 


And Headquarters for 


2 es Yes at as 3 


Extract from Westfield Directory : 
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CHAS. J., 


Dealer in Coal and Wood, 
Office, | Main, Cor. Elm. 
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WHY OLD WOOLLY DIED. 


He was just an ordinary, every-day colt, 


and an ordinary, every-day young horse. | 
His master had neither time nor inclina- | 


tion to give much attention to the horse’s 
toilet. Nevertheless, a strange thing hap- 
pened. His hair, day after day and month 
after month, grew more and more curly, 
until finally «« Old Woolly ’’ became one of 
the features of the town. 

“Tll give you two hundred dollars for 
your horse,” said a stranger one day. 

“ You can have him,” was the reply, as 
that was about twice his real value. 

The stranger was from a dime museum, 


and Old Woolly’s hard work was over. | 
The rest suited him well enough, but amid | 
the din of street noises and the tooting of | 


Jas. J. Mahoney. 


‘Here, gentlemen, is a most marvel- | 


a band, Old Woolly listened daily to talk 
like this : 


ous freak of nature. Our agents discov- 


ered him in the mines of Siberia. Work- | 


ing underground, Old Blofsky, famous 


among the miners of that region, was de- |} 
prived of the light of day for years. By | 


some curious process, which has puzzled 
the most distinguished veterinary surgeons 
of both continents, his hair began to curl. 


The hair became woolly in its texture en- | 


tirely by natural processes. Gentlemen, 
he is the only one of his kind.’’ 


Poor Old Woolly had to endure this day } 


after day. He lost his spirits and began 
to grow ill. The hot, stifling air of the 
museum aggravated his illness, until one 
day, as the showman was delivering his 
speech to the gaping crowd, Old Woolly 
quietly lay down and breathed his last. 
——Lei fe. 


“ This,’ said the waiter, as he started 
towards the museum with a tray full of 
edibles for the fat lady and the living 
skeleton, ‘‘is carrying things to extremes.”’ 

—New York Journal. 
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In a New Store, 


Fitted up expressly for my use. 


216 and 218 ELM STREET,, 
Near R. R. Bridge. 


A-Mammoth Stock of New Goods. 


BUN TO, SHOES 


And RUBBERS. 


Specialty of $3.00 Goods. 
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OL’ NUTMEG SAYINGS. 


Every man orter use his material tew 
better advantage than by makin’ a fool uv 
himself. 


A man will putter roun’ a bisickle ev'ry 
night in the week an’ call it sport. Ef his 
wife arsks him tew look at her sewin’ 
machine the worl’ suddenly grows dark an” 
humannerty is dead set ag’inst him. 


Callin’ a mana liar may be the exac’ 
truth, but ofuntimes it’s the fust step tuds 
makin’ funeril arrangements fur one party 
or the other. 


The road tew prosperrerty nowadays ap- 
pears tew be full uv ruts and washouts. 

The boy who is quickest tew obey his 
parunts makes the bes’ sol’jer fur his 
country. 

Any pusson who thinks he’s a little 
lower than the angils hain’t much idee uv 
the measurements of space.— Puck. 


("+ NOTE.—A Red Star Affixed to the Upper Right-Hand Corner of This Page, Signifies that Your 
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Hail, eighth month of the year! With perspiring brow, we bow be- 
fore thine August presence. 


The question has been asked, where is the line between the North 
Side and South Side. We have located it as running east and west, 
right through the electric light globe at the middle of Great River 
bridge. 


The 12th, 13th and 14th of the past month were pour days. 


The unpaid remnant of money pledged to the Lozier fund, is like the 
few pints of cider remaining in an old cheese—a good, hard squeeze is 
needed to bring it out. 


The B. & A. « Dingle ’’ is the name that has been applied to the hol- 
low on the North Side, by a man who lives where he can look down 
into that valley. 


The system of free mail delivery will soon be extended to the remote 
parts of the town, and the post-man’s whistle wake the echoes at Mad- 
agascar, Hoop Pole, Trainfield, and other suburbs. 


All the tough characters are not found in this vicinity. A recent ex- 
hibit in town, included the wax ‘‘ mug ”’ of an individual who had been 
committed to jail something like seventy-five times during his career. 
He was, we believe, a product of London, Eng. 
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Tramp camps are numerous about town, it is said, and the knights of 
the peach-can keep the places well recruited in spite of efforts made to 
dislodge them. A leaf from the history of tramp life is given in the 
following touching poem, gleaned from an exchange : 


THE HOBO'S DEMISE. 


On a railroad trestle dreary, 
Sat a hobo, worn and weary. 
Pondering o'er the railroad ties he'd tramped in 
days of yore. 
And he sat there deeply thinking, 
While his heavy heart was sinking, 
For the hobo had been drinking, only this—and 
nothing more. 


His coat tails the wind was flapping; 
He fell suddenly to napping, 
Nodding, snoring, gaping, as he never did be- 
fore, 
When the rails began to quiver, 
And the tourist's frame to shiver, 
He was knocked into the river by a train and 
nothing more. 


There is an old, branchless stump of an elm standing on the east side 
of Elm street, near Morand’s Court, that has no apparent excuse for 
standing. It should be cut down. | 


They say the cattle show will be «‘ out of it” locally this year, and 
the farmer’s resonant ‘‘ Hawk-wo-haw!”’ will be unheard on Western 


Avenue. 


Hampshire County air seems to possess more base-ball ozone than 
does the air of our own County of Hampden. 


It is with a feeling of congratulation that we read, at intervals, the 
announcement that some friends of our youth have stood before the 
hymeneal altar and been joined as one by bonds that are holy. Then 
we smile as we read of the antics of the wedding party, with throwing 
of rice and old shoes. The wedding trip, the joyous honeymoon, are 
bright epochs in the young people’s lives. And as the years roll by, 
this happiness will not abate, if the union be a well-assorted one; 
and the proud head of the family will add to the furnishings of his home 
with a heart swelling with pride, and a pocket-book free from swelling. 
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Since the closing of schools, the crusade against the insects in 
Springfield’s institutions of learning has come to a stop, to be taken up 
again, we expect, when next term opens. And all credit is due the 
alert and enterprising newspaper that first discovered these pests in the 
upper foliage of the innocent and ignorant pupil. In these days of 
Paris green and slug shot, no one should suffer from the tick, except, 
perhaps, the merchant who trusts. 


Little River is a fitting name for that stream, in seasons of low wa- 
ter, but during a freshet, when water sweeps from Iron Bridge to Trap 
Rock, in one unbroken sheet, ‘‘ Little Ocean ’’ would be a better name. 


Among other things that might conduce to the success of the West- 
field B. B. C., we may mention that shown below. 


COCHIN. 


Old Westfield, where are you at? Get into gear, run a trolley line to 
the summit of Tekoa, where we may look down on Tom and the other 
little mounds hereabout. 


A test of the milk sold about town, and other red tape may be all 
right, but a smoothing out of the dents in certain milk-men’s quart 
measures would be favored by milk consumers generally. 
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GRANVILLE. 


At the Gun Club’s shoot, July 17th, the following score was made, 
each man having 25 shots. H. S. Hodge, 20; O. R. Noble, 17 ; 
memroeiticrs;,17.; E. M. Pomeroy, 13; E. E.. Smith, 11; CC, 
Smith, 11. 

C. J. Cook, who lately returned from Canada, brought home some 
very old relics, in the shape of arrow heads and a stone pick, about six 
inches long, in the shape of a common iron pick. He has been offered 
a good round sum for it. Who has one like it? Mr. Cook would like 
to hear from any one who has. 

Ed. Beckwith’s horse, that ran into a barb wire fence, some time 
ago, is doing well. 

Just mention rats to the butcher. 

Didn't the Southwicks feel good the 17th! And why shouldn’t they ? 

The new four-seater just received by B. J. Roberts is a dandy, and 
parties in want of such a turn-out will do well to give Bert a call. 

Harry Woodard has been on the disabled list, from the effects of a 
bad cut upon the ankle. 

A number of our boys have been at Otis fishing and catching otter. 

The plank walk recently built from Water street to Gibbons’ store is 
a great improvement. 

A noted product of the old drum shop was the big drum with shell 8 
feet in diameter, and with heads that called for the hides of the largest 
pair of cattle to be found in this vicinity. It is said that a horse was 
driven through the shell before the heads were put on. The drum was 
sent to the great Boston jubilee, where it was destroyed by falling walls. 
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This sketch represents the way our boss sawyer looked after stirring 
up a nest of yellow jackets. Go it, Henry ! 
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AUGUST. 


BY ANNA M. DOWNEY. 


She sweeps across the summer hills, 
The very air with gladness thrills, 
A thousand tiny, sparkling rills 
Dance on before. 
While ’round her sunbeams gaily fall, 
And bird notes lightly, sweetly call, 
‘Fling wide the portals! Welcome all, 


Our queen once more.”’ 


Make haste to greet the daughter fair 
That Nature robes with wondrous care, 
Old Earth’s crown jewels in her hair, 
And in her hand 
Rich store for all mankind she brings, 
With open palm her wealth she flings, 
In sweet and gracious offerings, 
O’er all the land. 


She tips the fields with crests of gold, 
And, lo, they gleam with wealth untold; 
Those open mines one may behold 

On every side. 
She walks serene the harvest fields, 
The grain before her sickle yields, 
And so her subtle power she wields 


With conscious pride. 


Ay, crown her queen of all the year, 

My month beloved, to me most dear 

Of allthe twelve. While far and near 
The gorgeous flowers 

Infold her in a robe well wrought. 

She reigns. We know the joy we’ve sought, 

And wish that time might bring us nought 
But August hours. 


THE NortTH *® 


A FRIGHT. 


This is a True Story about an Experience with an Indian. 


Written by ALmira GayLorp, Aged Ten Years, a Pupil at the 


Normal Training School. 


A log school house was built in Minnesota, in old Colony days. On 
the west and north sides there was a group of trees, and on the east a 
creek that the boys used to skate on in winter. It was winter when this 
event took place. 

The creek ran into a river not far away, and by the river Indians lived. — 
One morning, about an hour after school opened, the children were 
studying their lessons, and nothing was to be heard but the scratch of 
the teacher’s pen. 

Along the sides of the school-room there were two benches for the 
children to sit on, and up higher than this there were boards nailed on 
the wall for them to write on. 

Ali of a sudden the stillness was stopped by the little children crying 
and screaming, and the larger ones crawling under the benches. The 
teacher looked up and saw the face of an Indian against the window 
pane. His face was painted as if for war. 

The teacher called out, ‘‘ Maggie, bring me the key!’ But before 
Maggie could get it the Indian came in. 

He went. over.to the fire-place and took out his pipe, and said, 
«Match! Match!’ The teacher gave him a match, and then he 
lighted his pipe. The teacher gave him her chair. 

He smoked until noon. The teacher gave him her lunch, and the 
children shared theirs. He liked it, for he kept saying, ‘‘ Good! 
Good !”’ 

After he had finished his dinner, he began smoking again, and stayed 
until the middle of the afternoon, then he took his departure. 

They thought he would not come back, but they were wrong, for 
soon he came with a pair of mocassins and some beads for the children. 
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WHEEL NOTES. 


Speaking of the proper make-up in the costume, and the ideal man- 
ner of riding for the girl who wheels, a bright exchange, Syracuse 
Remarques, says: 


Look at her. She rides along with all the graces the athletic girl of 
to-day commands. She pedals evenly and with little exertion. The 
limbs play smoothly and steadily. There is no lost motion. The mus- 
cles are free to work. There is just enough of the boot in sight to 
prevent the flappy skirt from entangling in the mud-guard and chain. 
It is a close-fitting garment, but it does not bind. The shirt-waist is 
partly hidden by the short jacket, while a girdle at the waist adds a 
charm to the make-up. A jaunty cap gives the girl a somewhat naive 
appearance and is part of the costume that is indispensible. No theatre 
hat will go with a bicycle dress. By a jaunty cap is meant a jaunty 
cap. There can be no mistake about this. Look about you and you 
will recognize instantly the cyclist that is properly dressed. And when 
you get a good look at her, perceive that she is entirely cognizant of the 
fact that she is attractively rigged out, for the girl who has the taste for 
display of this character knows when she is right. 
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TAle WHITE 
ARROW AlAD. 


A Story of Indian Days in the Woronoco Valley, Founded on an Arrow Head 
Recently Unearthed in the Garden on the James Pease Place, at Little River, 


and Now in the Possession of Dr. J. S. Clark. 
el 0 0 Se 


Bp eetene Clair VV ES y:, 


A white arrow head, clipped from quartz by the rude blows of a red 
man, so long ago that naught but the primitive rock could outstand the 
rasps and corrosion of that period, tossed out at last from the soil of a 
garden plat, amid scenes of peace and the startling results of civiliza- 
tion, recalls the following story of Indian life. 

The river, over two centuries ago, bent around in a wide curve 
through Little River district, where the large outlet still comes up from 
Congamond Lakes, and empties out its steady current into the main 
stream. As beaver, otter, and fish in plenty frequented the waters, and 
deer came down to drink and pasture, the vicinity was ever a favorite 
lurking ground for the red man. There was much meadow then, as 
now, but where the garden in question lies, upon the ridge, was then a 
thickly wooded tract. This we must bear in mind in order to under- 
stand the story. If any one recalls this tale as he rides along the high- 
way in Little River, or saunters home through the fields, he must ban- 
ish from view the present dwellings and barns, a large part of the crops 
and most of the low growth that now gives a puny covering to the hill- 
sides, where the primitive forest then rose. The general contour and 
the main features of the region have remained unaltered. 

There were at that time, indeed, plats of Indian corn, food for man, 
and sometimes, also, the spoil of the fearless or famished wild crea- 
tures. The squaws and the girls poked about their roots with sticks, 
while the green shafts were rising from the rich soil, or later gathered 
in braided bundles the half green or ripened ears—a servile, a restricted 
life, the day made weary with hard hand service, and the hours within 
the wigwam barren generally of that mutual interchange of thought and 
feeling, without which modern life would be hardly considered living. 

As to the male Indian, from good grounds we may infer that the 
noble red man was not naturally silent and still because he was lost far 
away in philosophic contemplations, nor because he was always sullen 
and morose, but for the simple reason that he was stupid and ignorant. 
He thought very little, so had little to say; and yet he kept silent, a 
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sort of instinctive prudence that showed itself in other ways in many 
of his dealings with the palefaces. There were intellectual Indians, 
however, and these became great leaders. The women and girls, we 
may well believe, often chattered and laughed together and made the 
old woods and meadows ring with their life and glee. Perhaps, too, the 
young lads joined with them in these wild and innocent revelries, for 
what animal species is without its manifestations of joy, however unvi- 
vacious one of the sexes may be. But beside the warrior or at the 
council fire, the squaw must keep her silent place. These introductory 
facts should also be emphasized in order that some of the events that 
follow may appear in their proper light. One other consideration is 
necessary. The Indian was not always rabid and bloody-minded. 
Against foes he may have been craftily and atrociously cruel, but to- 
wards his fellow clansmen and tribesmen there were few appearances of 
barbarity ; it was by no means a life in which bloody crimes could 
thrive with impunity. A rude sort of justice will be found among the 
wildest men. 

If one pauses a moment to consider what varied characters appear 
in all states of life, it will not seem strange that there were many 
marked differences among the red men. As we find taciturn and sto- 
ical whites to-day, there were Indians then of a temperament somewhat 
inclined to be genial and affable. Two of this sort had mated and 
pitched their wigwam near the spot of which we speak. The young 
chieftain, Pochassac and his youthful squaw, Wilmatha. Not so much 
the warrior’s lithe and athletic form, as the sparkling eye, the mobile 
and expressive features, strangely Grecian in form for an Indian, made 
him one of the rare ‘noble red men.’’ The woman was straight as an 
arrow, and in her wild environment as beautiful, agile and graceful as a 


fawn. 
The old sachem, the patriarch of the tribe, stood leaning against a 


great chestnut. About him reclined a dozen braves, and a number of 
squaws and young natives sat in a picturesque group at one side. The 
morning sunlight sifted down through the June leaves, producing that 
forest glow so cheering and soothing. A small deer and a half-dozen 
birds lay out upon the grass, the returns of an early hunt. A little In- 
dian maid was stretching out a duck’s wing to catch the purple sheen of 
its delicate pencilings, when a hissing sound was heard, a_ sharp 
whish and a sudden blow. The group started, the young maiden’s 
hands fell to her side, and the great black eyes stared in wonder towards 
the old sachem ; the warriors were on their feet, all alert instantly, their 
hands upon tomahawks and bows, and well indeed was their cause for 
alarm, for alongside the old sachem’s head lay the quivering shaft of an 
arrow, its head buried deep in the soft bark of the tree. Their quick 
glance followed the direction of the feathered end, and forward at once 
dashed all the braves, save the old man, who stood motionless, for there, 
among the trees, approaching, was Pochassac, swinging his bow in his 
hand, a large eagle hanging over his shoulders. With a stifled growl, 
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he was siezed by the foremost, and without word or further utterance on 
either side, was conducted to the group, where his arms were thrown 
backward around a small tree and securely lashed. 

A shrill cry was uttered, an answer came from W Hill, another from 
across the river and another from the other band, where the ascent be- 
gins to climb towards Holland Mountain, and fainter and farther beyond 
came back a still more distant reply. Then all under the chestnut trees 
were silent. Soon one warrior appeared, then another, and in a very 
brief time a council of the tribe was in session. Ina case of this kind 
there are few preliminaries. The arrow had been drawn from the tree 
and circulated about the group. It was certainly one of Pochassac’s 
arrows. The white stone head was set in the shaft by a peculiar cleft, 
and an odd hexagonal form of wood that only he used. The eagle 
feathers on the other end were bound by thin deerskin, colored by the 
skillful hand of Wilmatha, with the red sumach berries. The captive 
did not deny that it was his arrow, but forswore all knowledge of the 
shot ; it came over his head, perhaps, he had not seen it. He was 
walking on crackling twigs and if a bow had twanged behind him his 
ears had been robbed of the sound. 

From the first it was evident that the young chief was not popular in 
the tribe. A man of his almost sanguine temperament, in these sur- 
roundings, of course would be hardly understood, he was too buoyant, 
too different from his species, though confessedly a superior in the chase 
and on the war-path. 

As the arrow went around the council, from hand to hand, short, 
scornful phrases were dropped, and many an epithet. ‘Dancing Blue 
Jay,” “‘ Sparrow Hawk,” ‘‘Squaw Man of the Tribe.’’ At last, Po- 
chassac, as if to put an end to it, spoke, very much after this fashion : 
“Ye are all valiant braves, no doubt, in council and battle, but save your 
brave words for a bigger foe and your kind words for your friends. Po- 
chassac wants not one of them. Let him depart to the spirit hunters at 
the hand of any brave here, and the greatest chase in the happy hunt- 
ing grounds he will have in the lead of you all. Cut hard and deep in- 
to Pochassac. Blood ye will find, in truth, but never the tears of a 


squaw.”’ 
“The sachem killer, the squaw-worker of the tribe is not a wise 


hunter yet to know a man from a bird ora hill of corn from a ripe 
blackberry bush by the stream,”’ replied a grim and swarthy brave. 

There was no response from the rest, except a gleam of scorn in 
their sullen eyes. The taunt had a sharp point indeed, for more than 
once had Pochassac aided his squaw in pulling the weeds from among 
the growing crops, and lent his stout arm when the braided mass of ri- 
pened ears were borne to the garner of the wigwam. 

Now, to the amazement of all, the faithful mate, the graceful Indian 
woman, stood beside her imperilled spouse, her eyes flashing upon the 
dense half circle of braves who were squatting before her. The other 
squaws cowered, according to custom, far away. 
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The old sachem now addressed the prisoner, in a serious and im- 
pressive manner, as follows. 


‘« Son of the tribe,’ said he, slowly and solemnly, ‘‘ many offenses 
have we overlooked and forgotten in you, O-Pachassac, ever ready in 
the chase and the battle, but foolish in life. Many times and oft have 
we declared to you how the young of the tribe must learn a warrior’s 
duty and bearing by the study of the warrior under his wigwam’s 
shadow. The lightness and the squaw-glee that is your delight, is all 
the teaching that you bring from the hunting ground and the battle field. 
Would ye have us become women, with the Massasoits raging there 
beyond the hills? ’’ extending his right arm to the east. « And now, 
to-day, you will shoot your arrows among your tribesmen as careless 
and as gay as yesterday you shot forth jest and laughter. What now 
will be to-morrow’s deed ? Braves of Woronoak, how shall the youth, 
the hope of the tribe, know or learn with this example what alone makes 
a warrior, how shall they grow like sharp hail-stones for the storm of 
war ?’’ Then, looking over the semi-circle before ,him, “Is it exile, or 
the arrow or the tomahawk for Pochassac, this squaw-brave ? ”’ 


“Death! ’’ «The tomahawk!’ ‘The arrow!’ came the mut- 
tered replies. 


The Indian woman faced fearlessly the scowling tribunal, and to their 
silent amazement, with unheard-of affrontery, never known of a squaw 
since the moons began to grow and wane, and waters run in floods to 
the river, she spoke in a clear, strong voice to the braves. ‘* Cowards, 
fools! Shall I call you red mice or red men? Has not the time been 
when Pochassac was like the strong post in the wigwam of the tribe? 
Did your faces turn black as the thunder storm when the fierce Pequots 
_ fought the tribes of the Woronoak, many moons ago, and the squaw of 
Pochassac wielded a warrior’s bow and tomahawk by his side? For- 
getful! Ungrateful! Did his hands lie idling in the squaw work of the 
cornfield on that day ? Count the scalps on his roof-pole and the bones 
in the pile on Congamuck brook! My own warrior is he, and without . 
shame of your jibes have I aided him in the hunt and the battle ; his 
own mate am I, and no more shame is there when his strong arm helps 
me in the burden of my day of toil. Fools! Did he shoot the arrow 
at the sachem, when his own tribesmen were gathered there at his feet ? 
Tell me, who walks within the wolf’s den to draw out the gray wolf by 
the ears, either for sport or earnest? Ye have plotted Pochassac’s 
death and already made it sure, and now the day has come for the 
murder! But! will die with him, as | have faced death with him 
before ! ” 


There was a muttering growl of rage at this insubordination of the 
sex, this dangerous, heretical development of squaw rights. A squaw 
the companion of a brave! What insolence, what arrogance! The 
full meaning of it clearly appeared. What hope for harmony in times 
of peace or steadiness or discipline in times of battle, if the humbler 
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sex may claim a place and derange the ancient order of things ? 
The squaw had glided to her imprisoned spouse, thrown one arm up- 
on his shoulder, and as she muttered in his ear, her right hand fell be- 
hind the sapling to which he was bound, and in an instant the thongs 
were severed by a sharp knife that she held in her hand. She snatched 
the fateful arrow from the hand of a chief who crouched near, and 
with the nimbleness of a cat, snatched up a bow that lay in the grass, 
and in an instant Pochassac had the council covered to a man with his 
weapon. The Indian woman had dashed away, but in a twinkling re- 
turned, and armed with quiver and another bow, planted herself like an 
amazon beside the young chief. 

In that breathless instant, when the sublime heroism of devotion was 
facing the supreme odds and daring all for its own sake, a startling 
event occurred. Just asa low murmur was arising from the warriors, 
that would soon swell into a shout, an astonishing apparition stood be- 
tween them. Never before had red man in that region seen or dreamed 
the like. At first it seemed as if the monster had dropped from the 
sky, so silently had he come. It was in the shape of a man, a long, 
black object in one hand, a trembling and cowering Indian grasped by 
the hair of the head in the other. 

‘Hold on there,’’ came a command in English, ‘what are you red 
devils doing ?’’ and with a stride that needed but two steps to cross the 
council plat, he planted the shivering and abject wretch that he held in 
tow against the same sapling where the other had stood. 


“Ugh! Monock!”’ was the grumbled exclamation of the Indians. 

Now the first astonishment was passing away. These people had 
heard of the palefaces before, the sons of the Great Spirit, who, they 
said, had fallen from the sky by the river Connaughticut, who were liv- 
ing in the fields of the Massasoits now, in strange square wigwams. 


By the language of gesture, they learned that Monock, who had been 
banished from the tribe not many moons before, for thieving practices, 
had followed Pochassac all the morning, and he, in turn, the white man 
had followed, led by his suspicious conduct. When the young chief slew 
the eagle by his second arrow, Monock caught up the first shaft and 
followed Pochassac to the camp. He had shot over Pochassac’s head, 
but the white man was there upon the trail, and seizing the culprit held 
him back until the opportune moment had come. 

Only a little more followed. The arrow was shot again in the cause of 
justice, and was buried with the miscreant where he fell at the foot of 
the tree. Now, after gradually working to the surface, it has been dis- 
covered, over two and a quarter centuries after its last tragic experience. 


The brave and devoted couple of course could no longer live in the 
tribe, so, following up the river, and crossing it, they found a final and 
happy resting place on the bank of the stream, where the name of the 
chief still remains. Who the white man was no one will ever know. 
The white arrow head alone is the visible token of those times. 
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jn Qemoriam. 


WRITTEN IN MEMORY OF JOHN L. WOODRUFF. 


BY CATHERINE A. TIERNEY. 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
In the shadows dim his spirit fled, 
Silently passed through the realm of sleep, 
Oh, tell us not that he lieth dead. 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
Husband and father, brother and friend, 
With hearts bowed down and eyes that weep, 
Over the chasm our love we send. 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
Oh, did you feel as you took your way, 
Hundreds of friends that you made to keep, 
Fought in your fight death’s angel gray ? 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
Honored alike by the high and low, 

Needed in life, in death you sleep, 
Over the chasm forced to go. 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
True heart, perchance your work was done, 
We know you’ve earned the calm, deep sleep 
Which comes as the crown of life well won. 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
We, too, one day our way shall take, 
Oh, who shall tell the eyes that weep, 
Of the hope found true when there we wake? 


Over the chasm broad and deep, 
You took with you all that life holds high, 
Friendship, love, and worth, then sleep, 
Husband and father, and friend; good-bye! 
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STAR POINTS. 
¥ 


To the Westfield Base Ball Club. Never mind, boys, the codfish ball season 
will soon be here, when perhaps, you may be able to pile up some good scores. 


Westfield is hatching out some new real estate booms. Over in Springfield 
they have a dozen ‘‘ Junglewood Terraces,’’ ‘‘ Lonesomehursts,”’ etc., where free 
car tickets and lemonade are given as inducements to purchase lots for $30.00 
down and 37%c. a week until paid for. 


The high water at Frog Hole need not hinder the electrics from running that 
way, provided they are fitted with screw propellers. 


The Westfield police court is a great training school for judges. 


The motto of the elm tree beetle: ‘‘ Thereis always room on top, and we’re 
up there!" 


The new platform at the B. & A. station, unlike political platforms, has no 
planks. 


The Masons of the town, by the action of Messrs. Ainsworth and Holcomb, 
find themselves with a crash suit on their hands during this warm weather. 


Several weeks have passed since ‘‘ Tax Payer,’’ ‘‘ Citizen,’’ or ‘‘ Old Subscri- 
ber ’’ pointed out the iniquities of our local martyr, the Woronoco St. Ry. 


The talk of the unrighteousness of greased pig races is hardly justified, they 
say. Did not a Bishop take part in the recent contest ? 


What dandy weather this would be to have a hearing on the street railway, 
question ! ; 


The store of James N. Lewis was entered by burglars recently, they prying a 
door open with an iron bar. This is not the first time a Jimmy has effected an 
entrance into this store. 


The new ambulance, presented by the fire department to the Noble Hospital, is 
a most substantial and finely finished and equipped vehicle, and we join with all 
~ the people of the town in applauding the boys in their generous act. 


The fact that Holyoke beats us at base ball, should not prompt the local Court 
to sock it to the unfortunate water-works laborers from that city, who happen to 
fall into our hands while intoxicated. 


The Gillett corner of Arnold street is unoccupied, save by a small refreshment 
stand. Mr. Moody is conducting a root beer service there during the summer. 
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The story is told of two local fishermen, who were angling one night on Hamp- 
ton Ponds. One of them pulled up a big eel, and being afraid of the snaky- 
looking squirmer, was at a loss how to remove him from the hook. His com- 
panion, in a scoffing way, said, ‘‘Oh, pshaw, wait till you see me kill him!”’ and 
pulling up one of the heavy stone anchors, he stood over the eel and let the stone 
drop with force, which not only struck the eel, but stove a hole clean through the 
bottom of the boat; and it is a fact that these fishermen had a very narrow 
escape from a watery grave, as the boat filled, and they had to be rescued by an- | 
other boatman who chanced to be within calling distance. 


A very decorous old lady, who had occasion to order some hellebore for de- 
stroying insects, asked the clerk for an ounce of hadesbore. 


Let the electric lights be burning—until morning. 


J 


** Let us spray,’’ remarked the man in the park, as he knelt beside a bucket of 
beetle tonic, and stirred the same, preparatory to dealing out the daily rations toa 
million expectant elm tree beetles. 


The street sweeper, like the candidate for office, gets lots of abuse. 


erent tot AL ae WES OU tae 


Following close after the glorious Fourth, comes the fifth, and other 
days that mark the exodus of hundreds of our citizens to shore and 
mountain, while the remaining thousands, toiling on from day to day, 
long for the time when they, too, can afford a season of recreation and 
rest. To these thousands, bound to the treadmill of life, the environs 
of our own beautiful town offer many attractions and opportunities for a 
study of the beautiful in nature, to those so inclined. Foremost among 
these breathing spots is Woronoco Park, a most beautiful and pictur- 
esque locality, situated out of doors, on the south side of Western 
avenue, about 41 miles east of Pittsfield, and 2% miles west of West- 
field town hall, as the crow flies. A most delightful spot, with its leaf- 
arched, winding walks and drives, and shady bowers, where sunbeam 
shafts of golden weave vibrate to the touch of summer’s gentlest 
zephyrs, in rapturous harmonies with the cadence sweet of speeding 
rivulet over pebbly path, and the plunk of plunging frog. Here, in the 
darksome reaches of virgin forests, where the hand of man never trod, 
flourish the drooping Osmunda Regalis and Lilium Candidum and Eu- 
patorium Perfoliatum, while the fern-tufted isles of the everglades 
abound with the Oderifeous Symplocarpus Foetidus and Prinos Verti- 
cellatus and Cypripedium Pubescens. A study of these flora, with a 
sitting for your tin-type, a whirl on the merry-go-round, and a critical 
inspection of the fence in front of the pavilion, will entirely detract your 
attention from the every-day cares of the summer of '97; and when 
you come to, you will resume your life’s work with renewed vigor and 
a desire to live alway. 


THE NortH *¥ 


And the good and just, the Y. M. C. A., has had to pass under the 
rod, all on account of a hog. Ah, well, let us be charitable, and pluck 


the beam from our own eye ere we regard the stye in the eye of our 
neighbor. 


During the making of the change in the platform of the local B. & 
A. station, the public were forced to walk through much debris, with- 
out much of a footing. Even the station employes had little to stand 
on except their dignity. 


There’s many a slip ’twixt the greased pig and the silver ice pitcher. 


It is with a feeling of sorrow that we have witnessed the defeat of our 
boys on the base-ball field. But we are not discouraged. Defeat is 
education, and we hope soon to be able to say of our local nine that 
there are no insects upon them, such as are represented below. 


At this season of the year, boil your ice water. It kills the microbes, 
besides taking the chill off. 


With the month of August, the exodus of vacationists continues. 
Work gets irksome, and the mountains beckon, while the ocean calls in 
liquid tones to all who would rest. The prudent vacationist looks well 
to the supplies needed for his trip, going over the list many times to see 
that nothing is omitted. The best advice we have to offer the vacation 
taker, be he merchant, teacher, clergyman or lawyer, is, don’t forget 
any article necessary for the complete enjoyment of your outing. 
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The portions of our town devoted to farming, are often spoken of as 
the districts outlying. And the farmer, who inhabits these districts, 
when he comes into town and palms off old eggs for fresh-laid, is he 
not also out lying 


‘Maud Muller, on a summer’s day, raked the meadow sweet with 
hay.’’ How beautiful! The poetry of the hay field, the bubbling 
wayside spring—all entrancing. But the world has never been let into 
the secret of the other end of the hay field, where Maud Muller’s old 
man kept his blue jean frock carefully spread over a precious something 
at the roots of the old apple tree. And while the country maiden, at 
her end of the field, raked the rowen, and murmured, “ It might have 
been,”’ old Muller stood under the apple tree and sharpened his scythe, 
and before starting a new swath he had recourse to the precious some- 
thing under his blue jean frock at the roots of the old apple tree. 


Our home was entered one night recently and several articles of 
value, including some money, spirited away. It was probably the act of 
a thief or some of his pals. Have any of our readers one of these 
things to sell ? 


One day recently we noticed a young boy standing in front of a store 
on Park Square. He carried an empty pail, and his face was pinched 
and his lips blue, while his bare feet rested upon the rough concrete. 
Poor little fellow! His pinched face was inherited from his grand- 
father ; the blue lips owed their color to the berries he had eaten, and 
his feet, unshod, made him feel much better than a thousand pair 
of shoes could have done. 
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What shall we do with the park fountain? Make a bear pit of it- 


Over in Paris, we are told, there are famous woods, known as Bois de Bologne. 
Our.own Woronoco Park, which is of a similar nature, by virtue of the material 
taken there by picknickers, merits the title, Bois de Bologna. 


Plans have been drawn for a new parochial school, to be built in the future. 


Hachadoor Vartrain has been held for the grand jury for shooting the 
proprietor of a shooting gallery at Lawrence. It was proved at the 
hearing that he used a ball bearing pistol. 


No doubt, had the electric road been in operation down Main street, 
during the recent copious showers, the management would have been 
obliged to take back water. 


Jarvis, the Midland, Eng., champion won the mile swimming match 
at India docks, recently, by twenty yards. The day was exceedingly 
warm and he was dripping wet at the finish. 


‘‘ Hitch your chariot to a star,’’ is good advice, so long as it is THE 
NorTH STAR. Our subscription books are open. 


John W. Whetstone, secretary of the Cincinnati water works has 
been indicted for pinching $20,000. He was a keen business man, pos- 
sessed of much grit, but in an evil moment went down before the sickle, 
ground by his own Whetstone. 


For several nights past, we have noticed a lone fisherman plying his 
profession from the bank of Great River, just below the dam. Not. 
only at night, but for many dace has he fished there, and at night time, 
the moonbeams, and in day time, the sunbeams percolate through his. 
spinach. Ever and anon he ejects a stream of tobacco juice from be- 
tween his incisors, which tobacco juice, falling athwart the water, causes 
the small pin fish to turn over and expire. And in this warm and genial 
season of the year, when the marshy lowlands and weed-begrown river 
banks teem with insect life, even a mere novice at fishing may get 
many bites, without much effort on his part. What happier life can 
there be than that of a chronic fisherman? He loves to commune 
with Nature in her varied moods; and he recks not of the morrow, for 
he knows that the Lord or the town will provide. In the words of the 
Latin poet, Piscatorabus sum bum. 3 
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BERRYIN’ DOWN AT LEE’S. 


Come, all ye knights and ladies fair, 
And listen if you please, 
While I the sad fate tell to you 
Of naughty Maggie Tease. 
Now, Maggie was a lady grand, 
Of some three summers old, 
When Mr. Don't Touch came to stand 
Before her big and bold. 


"Twas Don't Touch there and Don’t Touch here, 


Until poor Maggie dreamed 

All night of him and quaked with fear, 
So fierce the giant seemed. 

But all the monstrous things of life 
Grow small to human eyes, 

When seen too oft amid the strife 
That wears away their size. 


And by and by this little sprite, 
The naughty Maggie Tease, 
Said, “I'm not afraid—Don’t Touch 1’ll fight 
And do just as! please.” 
Poor little Joe. her favorite then, 
Of course must play his part; 
And p’raps he could not help it when 
He'd follow where she'd start. 


Ah, naughty Maggie Tease, folks say 
Don’t Touch filled your bright eyes 

With cayenne pepper one dark day, 
Because you dared despise 

His law, placed plainly and with care 
Upon a box of tin. 

Oh, Maggie dear, how did you dare 
Such misery to win ? 


Bimeby this Don't Touch grew to wear 
For naughty Maggie Tease 

A sort of Dasn’t, Dare You air 

. Fore which no true heart flees. 

And so, whenever Maggie found 
Her giant in the way, 

She’d fight him back from off her ground, 
Or die in the affray. 


“Don’t Touch, my dear, the fruit unripe,” 
Her ma each spring would say— 

Poor Maggie forth would go to swipe 
All that she could that day. 

She could not help it, so she said, 
The naughty Maggie Tease, 

Old Don’t Touch said he'd make her dead, 
She’d try him, if you please. 


“* Don’t Touch that book,” in later years, 
Her guardians cried aloud, 

"Twill fill your heart with sighs and tears, 
"Twill be your joy’s dark shroud.”’ 

Ah! Don’t Touch, if you'd held your peace, 
Poor Maggie’d never know 

That half the ills you gave release 
This poor old world could show. 


’Twas in the summer time, "bout now, 
That all the older tots 

Told of a most ferocious row, 
They'd had upon the lots 

Where berries grew upon the hill 
That shadowed a cool spot. 

You know the place beyond the mill, 
Lee’s big blackberry lot. 


’Twas here Don’t Touch took up his stand 
With bull-dog and with gun, 

And ev'ry one who came. he'd planned 
To wing upon the run. 

That dog was e’en the hugest beast 
That ever barked a bark, 

With teeth in him as big at least 
As those of any shark. 


True, few had ever seen the brute, 
Those bit by him were fewer ; 
’Twas not known if the gun could shoot, 
But they were there. for sure. 
And forthwith little Mag and Joe, 
Each with a big tin pail, 
One morning bravely went to show 
No dog could make them quail. 


‘Our ma’s would lick us, if they knew 
We went ourselves to Lee’s, 

So you coax me, and I'll coax you,” 
Said naughty Magge Tease. 

“1 don’t believe that dog will bite, 
I ain’t afraid of guns; 

if that man comes, we'll make a fight, 
He is a fool who runs.”’ 


Thus she cheered Joe, as on they sped, 
Half thinking they’d come back 

All eaten up. or maybe dead, 
Without one berry black. 

They reached the place with perfect ease, 
No dog was there atall, 

A girl was there like Maggie Tease, 
As big and ’boutas small. 
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“Don’t Touch is only just a beat,” 
Said Maggie Tease to Joe. 
“ He doesn't live ’’—on flying feet 
A man and dog come—Oh ! 
P’raps Maggie could not run herself ! 
Whew! How she sped along ! 
And as she ran, the little elf 
Kept humming this strange song < 


“Tain'tafraid! Fain’t afraid ! 
You need not think Fbe ! 

My pail isfull, and in the shade 
Vl] rest me, Mr. Lee.”’ 

The dog and man came panting dowm 
The hill behind the pair, 

But Joe and Maggie skipped to towm 
Up yonder railroad there. 


Old Don’t Touch lived for years, they say. 
Upon that berry lot, 
But now that he has gone away, 
The lads forsake the spot. 
For Don’t Touch js a drawing card 
To more than Maggie Tease, 
And thousands find it mighty hard 
His dare to scorn with ease. 


Oh, elf-like.naughty Maggie Tease, 
Don’t Touch has led youo’er 

Full many a barrier high with ease, 
But now he leads no more. 

For in a narrow home you lie, 
Far in the distant West, 

O’er your young grave the breezes sigh, 
Death always takes the best- 


Bat still your sweet life lives anew, 
Your bright, keen bravery. 

Don't Touch no slave could make of you, 
For you had eyes to see 

A clearer way beyond the bars, 
The strength to aid you ever. 

Oh, sweet child friend. beyond the stars 
Don't Touch can reach you never. 


OOOOOCOOCCCOCCOOO8 


During these vacation days. 1 trust that the 
boys and girls are out in the fields as much as 
possible, studying the plants and animals about 
them, and learning their habits of life. Do I 
mean by that that 1 hope my little children are 
tearing up every plant they come to by the 
roots, for the sake of pressing and mounting it, 
and killing every bird and bug they meet for a 
similar purpose ? Not by any means. In the 
words of the hero of Lorna Doon, ‘'] want you 


all to learn to feel with every blade of grass, as 
if it had a history, and make a child of every 
bud, as if it knew and loved you.”’ In his char- 
acteristic style of speech he adds here, ** And 
being so, they seem to tell me of my own delu- 
sions, how I am no more than they, except in 
self-importance.’” The same power which gave: 
us our lives bestowed a kindred blessing on the 
lower animals and plants, and none of us can 
be forced to believe that one order of life has: 
any right to wantonly destroy another. You 
will find yourselves not only among the best 
boys and girls, but among the best and greatest 
men and women, by signing this coupon, and. 
thus placing yourselves under the standard of 
those who believe in the beautiful sentiment. 
‘Live and let live.’” : 


THE NORTH STAR’S 
LITTLE DEFENDER SOCIETY: 


PLEDGE :—I promise to be kind to all dumb, 
helpless animals. I promise to protect such 
animals and to do all in my power to induce 
others to be humane to them. 


Signed 
Street 
Town 


Member of THE NortTuH STAR’S 
Little Defender Society. 


MISS HELEN TIERNEY, Secretary. 


II Delancey Street. Westfield. Mass. 


AN EFFICIENT SALESMAN. 


Imagine a clerk trying to sell an article to his 
own ‘‘ boss ’’ and actually accomplishing it and 
winning an increase of salary as a reward! 

That is what happened recently in one of the 
branch stores of Lipton, the great English gro- 
cer and provision dealer. He has so many 
clerks that some of them do not know him by 
sight. It was one of these latter who called 
Mr. Lipton’s attention to a fine specimen of 
poultry as he was walking through one of his 
stores, and the clerk was so earnest and adroit 
in extolling his wares, that finally the customer 
ordered it to be sent to his residence. 

When the address was given the energetic 
clerk, and he found that he had been pressing 
the goods upon his own employer, he nearly 
had a fit, but soon recovered upon being in- 
formed that his assiduity had earned him an in- 
crease of pay.—Merchants’ Review. 
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VIEW QF THE ORIGINAL MAIN STREET FOUNDRY—1845. 


In our researches in local historical matters, we have discovered the above 
print, representing the iron works which were the nucleus of the extensive South 
Side works of the H. B. Smith Manufacturing Co. Prior to its conversion to 
foundry purposes, and during the old canal days, the main building shown in the 
picture served as a warehouse for the reception of the cargoes brought by canal 
boats from points south of us. One of these boats is here represented at anchor 
in the “‘ basin,’’ as this portion of the canal was called. The Westfield mer- 
chants of fifty years ago received their goods here, their rum, molasses and 
other staples. This warehouse, we understand, is incorporated in the long string 
of buildings now comprising the Main street ‘foundry plant. About 1845, the 
place was used as a stove works by Mr. Lyman Lewis, who was succeeded by 
H. B. Smith & Co., who manufactured iron fences for cemetery lots, iron rail- 
ings for balconies, and similar products. Numerous specimens of this work are 
found hereabout, which have stood the test of time in a creditable manner. 


The south side of Main street, west of the foundry, was thinly settled at that 
time, judging by the picture, which shows an unobstructed view across the field 
to the old white church of the First Congregational society, north of which are 
shown the buildings then used for store purposes, that section being, at the time, 
the center of the town’s business activity. 


Illustrations of a similar nature will be printed, from time to time, in this mag~ 
azine, and will be made a feature not only of immediate interest, but worthy of 
preservation for future reference, 
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ALONG THE WATER FRONT. 


SCENES NEAR THE WESTFIELD RIVER. 


CALNAN AVENUE. 


One of the Town’s Picturesque Thoroughfares. 


ON< THEE DIKE: 


The Town’s Goat Pasture, where Tin Cans, Burdock, Old Umbrellas 
and Other Delicacies Abound in Profusion. 
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WOKRONOGONOTIES. 


J. J. Fuller has fitted up new quarters in the old foundry building on 
the North Side. 


The root of all evil, in the shape of a half bushel of gold eagles, was 
on exhibition in a local store window recently. 

The ‘ partial eclipse ’’ of the sun promised us by the astronomers, for 
July 29th, was totally total, no sun showing at all. 


To satisfy Franklin street residents in the matter of street railway 
location on their thoroughfare, a subway is needed. 


Mundale has a new post-master. 


A tramp followed a baker's cart on the outskirts of the town, one 
night recently, and took a pie from the vehicle. He then took to his 
heels. 


NOBLE + FOND. 


High up in the mountains, in the north-eastern corner of this town, 
close to the edge of Holyoke, lies the body of water known as Noble 
Pond. Known, but not familiarly, for there are hundreds, perhaps, who 
have passed their lives in Westfield who have never heard of the place. 
It is a pond, or small lake, of no mean pretensions as to size and beauty 
of surroundings, though isolated and difficult to reach. Leaving the 
main road at Owen District, and striking into the woods, a half-hour’s 
climb takes one to the marshy border of the pond, where great care 
must be had, for at no point is there a solid landing; but the banks, for 
a space of thirty feet from the water’s edge, are of floating bog, a yield- 
ing carpet of matted roots and rank weed growth, which sinks under the 
foot, as one ventures upon it. There is an element of danger here, but 
the smooth sheet of water, reflecting the surrounding pine-clad cliffs, 
prompts one to approach this natural mirror. Pond lilies, white and 
yellow, dot the surface of the water, in a belt that extends around the 
oval of this picturesque bowl. 

The angler, whose luck elsewhere has been indifferent, will find here 
no lack of the finny tribe. Throw out a line, with a cork float. No 
sooner has the hook disappeared under water, than the float, too, goes 
below the surface, and a tug at the line will land a perch, bull head, 
pickerel, or silver-scaled pond shiner, for the water teems with these 
fish, which have ample chance to multiply, as they are seldom molested 
by the barbed hook of the angler. One does not have to travel outside 
the territory of old Westfield to find odd and picturesque situations ; 
and Noble Pond is one of them. 


VIEW FROM-REAR OF STORE, 


Interior of New Store of Brigham, Eaton & Co., Clothiers and Furnishers. 


VIEW FROM FRONT OF STORE. 
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LIVING PICTURES FROM OTIS. 


FLASH-LIGHT AT NEIGHBOR SOULE’S. 


NEW STORE OF H. L. AINSWORTH, ‘‘ THE SHOE DEALER.” 
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AN ATTRACTIVE SHOE STORE. 


The new store of H. L. Ainsworth, a picture of which is given ors 
the preceding page, is worthy of notice. It was opened on February 
12th of this year. There are very few stores in Western Massachusetts. 
which are handsomer or better appointed than this. It is 100 feet long 
and 25 feet wide, finished entirely in ash, natural polish. The rear 
twenty-five feet of the store is divided by a lattice partition, and the rear 
room is used for a rubber department and for shoe repairing, and for a 
commodious office. The window in the front is the largest in the town, 
with a single exception, and gives him an especially good opportunity for 
proper display. The shelving is made of ash, and is movable, can be. 
adjusted to proper heights to hold any sized cartons. On the lower left 
hand, at the rear, are pigeon holes for rubbers, which allow of their 
quick and easy selection and storage in sizes. The store is lighted with 
arc and incandescent lights, and is also arranged for gas. The store: 
and windows are well equipped with mirrors. The entrance is at the: 
side. The floor is carpeted with rugs and provided with handsome and: 
comfortable upholstered settees. The place is heated by steam. 

Mr. Ainsworth is one of the most wide-awake, progressive business: 
men of Westfield. He has always been in the shoe business, having 
worked up from boy to proprietor. He started on his own account, 
June 1, 1888, and remained where he began business until about a year 
ago, when the falling of the walls of the block next to him completely 
demolished his store. Within two days he was in new temporary quar- 
ters, and within a week had contracted for this new store as soon as it 
should be built. This gives some idea of the push and enterprise of 
the proprietor of Westfield’s leading shoe emporium. 


A FEW SMILEs. 


Jack—‘‘ Don’t you dread interviewing her father ?”’ 
Dick—‘‘ No; he lost his legs in the war.’’—emargques. 


‘‘ Trust me, dearest,’ he said, ‘‘and be my bride.’’ ‘I’m opposed to trusts 
and combines,’’ was the chilling reply.—Zx. 


Prison Librarian—‘‘ What sort of book would you like to have ?”’ 
Convict—‘‘ Got any bicycle catalogues ? ‘’—/Puck. 


Drummer (to his wife, who has presented him with twins )—‘* My dear, a sam- 
ple would have been sufficient. There is no necessity for carrying a stock.” 


Cora—‘' College men seem very much inclined to take life easy.” 
Dora—‘‘ Yes; even when they graduate they do it by degrees.’’—emargques. 


Professor—'‘‘ Give me the names of the bones in the human skull.’ 
Medical Student—"' I’ve got them all in my head, but I can’t recall their 
names.’’—Fx. 
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UP OTIS WAY. 


By ONE OF THE CAMPERS. 


When the vacation longing gets a hold on a man, and he does not 
‘care to go to the sea shore, let him come up to Otis. He can here live 
a happy, careless life, untrammelled by the laws of fashion. Barefooted 
and with an old straw hat on his head, and a pair of old pantaloons held 
by a single suspender, with a cheap colored shirt, he can enjoy life in 
a rustic and natural manner, perspiring and browning as he sails on the 
ponds or loiters on the shore. 

Perch and «« punks "’ are caught with no trouble at all; bull heads are 
caught with little trouble, and pickerel are caught with more or less 


_ trouble. 


Fishing for bull heads through a hole in the floating marsh, or 
«« mash,”’ as the natives ofter term it, is exciting sport, for when: the fish 
bite they keep one busy pulling them in. One day I saw five men ang- 
jing in one spot, busy pulling up the black-skinned bull heads, hand over 
hand, and enjoying the sport like a pack of school boys. 

If you don’t care to hire a cottage, or if you are too lazy to cook 
your own meals, you can put up with Leapean, at the East Otis Hotel. 

Otis is no place to put on lugs. Keep your store clothes at home. 
A party from the city were here recentiy, and when the time came for 
a boat ride, on an especially hot afternoon, the ladies of the party would 
not accept of the broad-brimmed straw hats offered them by a kind- 
hearted host, but insisted on wearing some cute little toques. When 
they returned, after being several hours under a broiling sun, their faces 
were lobster colored, and one had a nice little blister, the size of a pea 
on the tip of her nose. Next day they all turned Quakers, and adopted 
broad-brimmed hats. 

Stop at most any house in Otis and inquire who lives there, and the 
answer will be, «‘ Babb.”” Ask who lives in the next house, and it is 
‘« Babb.’’ The Babb tree is firmly rooted in Otis soil, and its branches 
are numerous. 

‘The Birches,”’ on the island, is a merry camp always, and the trip 
over from the mainland, on a quiet day, when the water is not very 
choppy, can be made without fear of sea sickness. 

A school-master, of the old, severe type, it seems to me, ought to 
feel at home at “‘ The Birches.”’ 

A hay-field scene amused us here one day lately. A thin, lank and 
wiry farmer was engaged in loading hay into the wagon, while his wife, 
who weighed no less than 200 pounds, was on the load, treading it down. 
They understood the art of properly dividing their forces. 

August will see many new comers at the ponds, as this resort is grow- 
ing popular and one satisfied visitor will influence many in this direction. 
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PITHY REMARKS 


From.‘ WHEBE TALK. | 


A three-day tour costs about six dollars and supplies a life-long bright 
spot in the memory. 


The ominously quiet, swift bull-terrier is the one most likely to bite a 
fist full of Scotch plaid stocking from your nigh hind leg. 


Next to easy cycling, a quiet evening boat ride is one of the most 
poetic, restful enjoyments of life. | 


Ever sit under an old wagon shed in the country and watch the early 
summer shower? The pattering rain drops sort 0’ soothe a fellow’s 
nerves. 


Don’t be too caustic in your criticism of someone else as he appears 
in passing. The kindliness of Nature is shown in the fact that we can- 
not stand on the curbstone of the boulevard and see ourselves roll by. 


Gleams of sunshine in a disposition are worth more to the people 
with whom we are thrown in contact than a pedigree dating back to the 
Mayflower, | 


Ben Franklin said that three men can keep a secret—if two are 
dead. 


Bob Burdette says that there never was a band capable of playing all 
the airs that a drum major puts on. 


Some day there will be a popular funeral. It will follow an impudent 
remark from some loafer to a knickerbocker girl, and the verdict of the 
coroner’s jury will be ‘ justifiable homicide.” 


Though it is less profitable, wishing has more votaries than working. 
Be aisy on the barking dog. If you can’t be aisy, try ammonia. 


Don’t mistake activity for productive work. Men who are geared 
low mentally often deceive for a while by the great number of motions 
they make. 
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We print on another page, interior views of 
the new store of Brigham, Eaton & Co., our 
enterprising Westfield cothiers. Beginning eight 


years ago, with a small stock and limited cap- 
ital, they have, by enterprise and square deal- 
ing, increased their business year by year, un- 
til it has outgrown the old store and they have 
been compelled to find new quarters. Their 
new store, in the Lakin-Hall Block is fitted up 
with all the modern conveniences of an up-to- 
date clothing and men’s furnishing goods house, 
the wood-work being entirely of polished ash, 
which, with the deep show-cases and French 
plate mirrors, gives an air of business and thrift 
to the store, which is commendable in the. pro- 
prietors. 

Brigham, Eaton & Co. attribute their success, 
in a measure, to the fact that they are members 
of the New England Clothing Combination, by 
means of which they are able to buy and sell 
their entire stock at a much lower figure than is 
possible for any single business house outside 
the Combination. We give below a list of the 
stores which make up the New England Com- 


bination. 
| Brigham, Eaton & Co, Westfield, Mass. 
Springheld, Mass. 


2 Besse, Garientst & Co. 


3 Besse, Mills & Co. Holyoke, Mass. 
4 A. L. Foster & Co. - Hartford, Conn. 
5 Besse, Bryant & Co. Worcester, Mass. 
6 Besse, Richie & Co. New Haven, Conn. 
7 Foster, Besse & Co. Bridgeport, Conn. 
8 Bryant, Besse & Co. Norwalk, Conn. 
9 Besse, Rolfe & Co. Lynn, Mass. 
10 Foster, Avery & Co. Portland, Me. 
11 Besse, Middlebrook & Co. Providence, R. I. 
12 Besse, Baker & Co. - Brockton, Mass. 
13 O. White& Co. - - Clinton, Mass. 
14 Albee, Lyons & Co. - Fitchburg, Mass. 
15 C. EF. Foster & Co. Taunton, Mass. 
16 Porter, Rogers & Co. Newburyport, Mass. 
17 W. E. Fuller & Co. Amesbury, Mass. 
18 J. J. Foster & Co. Pittsfield, Mass. 
19 E. M. Dodge & Co. Westerly, R. I. 
20 Starkey & Wellman, Brattleboro, Vt. 
21 F. E. Nourse & Co. Middletown, Conn. 
22 The F. A. Wells Co. Norwich, Conn. 
23 j. E. Carr & Co. Willimantic, Conn. 
24 Stevenson & Co. Meriden, Conn. 
25 J. P. Stevenson & Co. Wallingford, Conn. 


26 Sanderson Bros. & Co. 
J. G. Redshaw & Co. 

F. E. Hartwell & Co. 
Hartwell & Co. 

30 W. E. Webster & Co. 

31 Temple & Roberts, — - 
32 Temple& Co. - - - 


Waterbury, Conn. 
Ansonia, Conn. 
Danbury, Conn. 

Stamford, Conn. 
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Thomaston, Conn. 
Winsted, Conn. 
Torrington, Conn. 


F. H. COOLEY, 


Bicycle Dealer. 


New Repairing Department 


FOR UMBRELLAS, PARASOLS, 


CANES, ETC. 


In these times of economy, it will pay you to 
make your old Umbrella good as new, 


at a very low price. 


27 Chapel St., Westfield. 


IGE GREAM 


And Light Summer Drinks, 


Also Confectionery, at 


ROCCO DEPOPOLO’'S 


North End Great River Bridge. 


Own a Stylish Rig. 
Buy your Carriage of 
FRED SCHMIDT, 


School St., Westfield. 
She: ‘‘ How would you punctuate the 
following: ‘ Ten dollar bills, for such they 


were, were blown down the street by the 
wind?’”’ 

He: ‘] think I would make a dash after 
the ten dollar bills.”’ 


— Remargues, 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


jBrofessional and iISusiness Cards. 


J. B. ATWATER, M. D., Physician and Surgeon. 
Office, 10 Union St., Residence, 6 Union St.. 
Office Hours—8 to 10 A. M., 2to 3and 7to9 P.M. 
Night Calls Answered from House. 


C. W. BOWEN, M. D., Physician and Surgeon. 
Room 6, Post-Office Block, Westfield, Mass. 
Office Hours—8 to 10 A. M., 2 to 3 and 7 to 9 P. M. 


GEORGE.“A WALK LEY. Depa s: 
Dental Parlor, Room 1, Second Floor, Parks’ Block, 
Elm Street, Westfield, Mass. 


AC Wer O Le LOIN eA ING Pie an 
Room 7, 5th Floor, Parks Block, Westfield, Mass. 


O. C. TOWLE, FIRE INSURANCE AGENCY, 
Room 1, Post-Office Block, Westfield, Mass. 


NEW SYSTEM DENTAL PARLORS. 

Gill’s Block, Springfield, Mass. Under the Manage- 
ment of Dr. F. A. Bragg. Painless Filling, 22-Caret 
Gold Crown, $5.00. Best S. S. White Teeth, 
ci 00 a set. Office open evenings. 


DANIEL W. BATES, 
Pension Claim Attorney 


\ And Notary Public. Rents 

’ Collected and Property Rented. 

Reference if Required. 

DESIRABLE HOUSES s FARMS FOR SALE. 
Room 2, 50 Elm St., Westfield. 


” DE. Son £ 7 C. 


In Quantities to Suit Purchasers. 


T. Kneil & Son, 


Cor Elm & Thomas Streets, 
Westfield. 
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Keep Abreast of the Progressive Age. 


Read THE NortH STAR. Don't Miss An Issue. 
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The Canning Season - 


[Sein Bisa 


a We Sell Everything Needed E 


for Canning. 


: The Fruit, The Cans, 
j The Sugar, ; 
> The Kettles. : 


Quart Cans, 50c. per Dozen. 


- 0. B. PARKS & CO. - 


North Elm Street, Westfield. 


satthiva. sou 


# They All Testifies 


a to the Good 


Qualities of 


Civolt Peer 


and Wifwaukee Beer. 


On draught at 


The Foster House, 
e 


a = 


North Elm Street, Westfield. 


HATFIELD & McQUEEN, 


Proprietors. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


A. Pitshmann, 


tac WORTH SIDE 


Depot Square, Westfield. 
My work is moderate priced, done in the very best 
manner, gives unequalled service, 
greatly enhances your appearance. 


CLEANING AND REPAIRING. 


[t won't 


come to pieces. 


The Furniture we sell has good, solid 
character. The joints are strong and are 
well braced where they should be. We 
look out for that. There are plenty of 
ways of slighting furniture. There is 
neither lack of knowledge nor lack of care 
in this store. 


M. G. MOORE, 


Cor. Elm and Arnold Streets, 


Westfield. 


The (children’s 


e 
+ * * Pictures. 
Now is the time to have Pictures of the 


Children taken. 


All Styles and Prices. 


JXnowlton Bros. 


ARTISTS. 


Exchange Block, Westfield. 


HENRY R. JOHNSON, 


Drop me a line if you have any to sell. Our 
Harrison Avenue Store is devoted exclusively to 
Books, while our Main St. Store is plum full of fine 


Books and Stationery. 


McGARTHY BROS. 


North Elm Street. 


New Coal Yard. 


LEHIGH: Old Co’s, Wilbur, 
Hazelton. 

FREE BURNING: Ontario & 
Western, Lehigh & Wilkes- 
barre, Jermyn. 


For Campers ® Picknickers. 
BANQUET BEEF. 


SOMETHING CHOICE, 
All ready to eat. Try a pound, 20c. 
ALSO 
BOILED HAM, PRESSED HAM, 
PRESSED CORNED BEEF, 
CANNED CHICKEN, CANNED 
SHRIMPS, KIPPERED HERRING, | 
ETC. 


9 Main S 
W..P. CRANE, 7 wrestieta. |: 


& Lawrence Callan, 


198 Elm Street, Westfield. 


BA KER. 


The Best Bread in Town. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 
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~ KEEP pis 


Enjoy Your 


I<e Cream | 


And Other Seasonable 


Sy) 


CAE VWF x 


Delicacies at 


SCHMIDT'S CAFE 


So Elm St., Westfield, 


Ll 


Where 
Electric Fans 


Keep the Air Cool and 


Agreeable All the Time, 


NAC AGE > 


Catering. 
Our Baker Cart 


Covers the Town 


Se SF Oa ts SE) 


Every Day. 


& 
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THE. pAPES PEAN; 


Playwright (in excitement)—"‘ They are 
calling for the author. What shall I do?” 
Stage Manager (who has seen the 
crowd)—‘‘ You’d better slip out of the 
stage door and make your escape while 
there is time.” —Phtladelphia No. Am. 
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Printing ? 


| BModvertising ? 


If so, please remember 


THE NORTH 
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PRESS. 


Telephone. 


READY FOR BUSINESS 


In our New Store, 
LAKIN-HALL BLOCK, WESTFIELD, MASS. 


All Our Men’s Suits, 
Brought From the Old Store, 


AT TWO PRICES. 


All $6.50, $7.50 and $8.50 Suits are now $4.89, 
All $10.00, $12.00, $14.00, $15.00, $16.00 and $18.00 Suits are now $8.73. 


BIG DRIVE IN UNDERWEAR. 


C One Hundred Dozen Genuine Egyptian G 
® Yarn, Silky Fibre, : 
Balbriggan Shirts and Drawers. 


We can sell only this lot at this price. 


Brigham, Eaton & Co. 


MEN’S OUTFITTERS. 
Lakin-Hall Block, Westfield, Mass. 


“GOOD CIGARS ARE ectesetteteeet: 


G00D COMPANIONS.” “T’is a Great Journey 


During these ‘‘doggy”’ days there is an exodus Ww ) ” 
of people from the hot, close towns and cities to the to the orld Ss End. 
delightful breezes of the shore and mountains. —QOuaker Proveré, 
What more agreeable way to while away the idle 
hours than in the enjoyment of good cigars? And | S@ie’¢$ e022 
when “ good” cigars are mentioned, high in the oe IT IS A SHORT JOURNEY TO eee 
list of such, among connoisseurs of the “weed,” | ,@*,@*9 "ees 
stand the celebrated 9.5%5" C. S. HANNUM & CO’S DRUG & oo ce 

3 Boe 
@e °%e rey ye: 
66 H 9 23° STORE, WHERE CAN BE 2@ os .6 
CINCSSY ete peo Hat sie: 
ete: FOUND DRUGS AND eer, 
‘6 d 
and the ' ORACLE ”’ ‘Seige $20.25 
oe @ 2, 
Do you smoke them? If not. why not? is the nat- Sa%e. MEDICINES AT VERY LOW re 
: : ay ® e- ry 
ural query of their many friends. $@:-2 PRICES. Org 3° 
, 0@ 7.80 00.2, 
Bay State Cigar Co, Manufacturers, ie 1% 
Physicians’ Prescriptions 
Westfield, Mass. 
Carefully Compounded. 


E. M. HUMPHREVILLE, Cc. S. HANNUM & CO. 


JOBBER IN BUILDERS’ DRUGGISTS. 
124 Elm Street, Westfield, Mass. 


WOOD WORK. EE RC Pet eth 


fats ey @ 8 e_e6 APS Ge 
At the Old Stand,41 & 43 Main Street, Westfield. AAR DOE YP pin bed ery be 


20 


Elm St. 


SNow i; Hays. 


Westfield, 


Mass. 


If You Would Thoroughly Enjoy 


Your Vacarion Trip, 


Plan to save as much money as possible in purchasing the many articles you will need 


before starting. 


Make a List of Your Vacation Wants 


And see if any of them are named here. 


There’s a money-saving price on 


every article we mention. 


Trunks and Bags. 


in the habit of 


buying them at a regular trunk store. 


Perhaps you have been 


Now we have about every good thing in 
the Trunk and Bag Line, and if you intend 
purchasing, we would very much like to show 
you the difference ‘between Trunks at Dry 
and Trunks at Trunk Store 


You will be surprised at the saving 


Goods prices 
prices. 


in buying here. 


Hammocks. 


You will need one whether you go away 
or not. No reason why you can’t have one 


at these prices. 


Hammocks 


At 35c., 89c., 95c., $1.50 and $1.75. 


‘ 


Linen Crash Outing Suits 
for Ladies. 


The Ideal Vacation Costume, where Style, 
Comfort and Economy are wanted. 
We have an elegant showing of these pop- 


ular Summer Suits, all fashioned by tailors, 


Made to Fit and 
Fit to Wear, 


Anywhere you may choose to go, whether it be 
to the sea-shore, mountain or city. We sell 
All-Linen Suits at $2.48, $3.00, $3.50, $4.00, 
up to $10.00 each. 
styles. 


Our Shirt Waists 


And Shirt Waist Prices are the talk of the 


town. 


Bolero and Blazer Jacket 


LADIES’ LEATHER BELTS 


In new and Exclusive~ Styles. 


